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Tasks in hours of insight willed, 

Can be through hours of gloom fulfilled. 

Let the thought of the sore needs of the people which await your 
ministry fortify you, and let me speak, if I may, for the nurses of the 
country, and say that they stretch out welcoming hands to you as you 
enter the apprenticeship to duty to which you have dedicated your- 
selves. 



"SHE'S IN THE NAVY NOW" 
By a Member of the Navy Nurse Corps 

The early morning whistles blew, the water craft sounded their 
signals in passing, an auto truck went thumping by, and the sun shot 
into the room under the lowered blind with a red and dazzling light. 
It fell on the blue and crimson folds of a cloak hanging over the rock- 
ing chair, — Somebody's Red Cross cape; it glittered on the silver 
picture frame of a handsome young gentleman in khaki (doubtless 
Somebody's father) ; it shone over the bed, glaring into the eyes of 
Somebody, who neither blinked nor moved, but slumbered on. Sub- 
dued sounds rose from within the house, voices, footfalls, a little 
laughter in the halls, the opening and shutting of doors ; "still waters, 
no moving" in Somebody's room. Suddenly from the chair at the 
bedside rang loud the clear rattle of an alarm clock ; a hand flew out 
from the bed clothes, descended with precision upon the irritating 
article and silenced it. There was no hesitancy, no fumbling in that 
touch, it was a sure hand practiced in the act. Quiet reigned in the 
room, only the clock ticked, — the boats whistled, a mule brayed below. 

Swift feet in the hallway approached, the door burst open and 
the nurse who is always early pounced upon the one who is always 
late. 

"Look here, you'd better get up, you had ; you're on morning duty, 
aren't you? Yes, I know you are; well, then get up, get up !" 

"Oh, that isn't fair, stop punching me like that," cried Somebody, 
sitting up in a daze, "what time is it?" 

"It's just seven," severely and anxiously. 

"Oh, no, it isn't either, the breakfast bell hasn't rung; anyway 
I can dress in eight minutes which is a lot more than you can do ; you 
know very well that I always wait for the breakfast bell." 

"Don't I know it though ! Don't I have to worry about you and 
worry and worry and worry?" (the breakfast bell begins to ring.) 
"Get up!" 

Somebody landed out on the floor. "Well, anyway," said she, 
"if you had been kept awake for two hours in the middle of the night 
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by a dream like the one I had, you would be sleepy too, I dreamed — " 

"I can't wait now to hear your dreams; some day when we all 
forget you, you'll be so late that up you go for a shoot," replied the 
other from the hall, and hurried down stairs. 

In the dining room breakfast proceeded, cereal, fried eggs, bacon, 
toast and coffee. The talk centered chiefly on the cream, or milk, 
indeed there was some argument as to which it was and whether it 
was sour or not, and what kind of cows there might be in New Jersey, 
and what in the world they were fed, if they were fed anything. "If 
this milk," said one with emphasis, "isn't sour, then it's queer and a 
brand I never tried before." 

"Say, you forget you're in the Navy now and this is war," said 
another, "pipe down ; if you can't eat it, don't. Suppose you do think 
it's milk and is sour, can't you let us think that it isn't, even if it is?" 

One of the number suddenly noticed a vacant place at the table, 
"Where," she exclaimed, "is Somebody?" I bet she—" 

"No, she isn't," answered the nurse who is always early, "I called 
her, snoring away, too, she was; said she had an awful dream that 
kept her awake for two hours, I don't know what it was, she wanted 
to stop and tell me, we'll ask her when she comes down." 

Fifteen minutes later, Miss Somebody entered with a rush, her 
cap on crooked and buttoning her sleeves. "Why so early?" chimed 
a chorus. 

"If any of you," cried Somebody, "had been kept awake for two 
hours in the middle — " 

"Don't bother," said the nurse who is always early, "to tell us 
all that long introduction, just tell us the dream." 

"Well, I dreamed," Somebody began with horror in her eyes, "I 
dreamed that they made me — housekeeper, and besides that, in my 
dream, the nurse who had been housekeeper shoved off and never told 
me a single thing ; there wasn't anything anywhere for us to eat ! And 
I can't find my fountain pen either, and my watch stopped last night 
and it won't go again, and I've got something in my eye, and just now 
while I was dressing I broke my shoe strings." 

"You are surely out of luck today," sighed the nurse who is al- 
ways early, "and I suppose I will have to watch over you more care- 
fully than ever." 

At the corner Miss Somebody suddenly remembered something 
and turned back in a great hurry. As the others walked on down the 
city street she came panting up and overtook them. "What struck 
you?" they inquired. 

"I forgot the peanuts for the squirrels." 

"Well, catch me going back all that way for them !" 
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"What," demanded Somebody, "would you have them go without 
their chow?" 

What a lovely walk it was along the water front with a misty 
haze over the ships lying at anchor and over the farther shore. The 
nurses trooped along by twos and threes in Red Cross caps and capes, 
talking of yesterday's gossip, today's and tomorrow's. On the foot- 
bridge, built where the tide comes in, a tragedy occurred. Miss Some- 
body's pencil, red, white and blue at that, slipped from her pocket 
and fell from the bridge into the stones and oyster shells below, and 
was lost, though the whole party looked over the rails for it. "And that 
was the pencil, too," grieved Miss Somebody, "that I was going to 
carry up and down a ward in France." 

At the end of the bridge, with repeated "Good mornings" as 
they came up, they passed the marine sentry standing there who re- 
sponded with a grin and a salute. Here their ways parted! Some 
who were assigned to duty in the main hospital building, continued 
up the "front way," while those detailed to the contagious camps 
turned aside and went up the "back way" along the road that passes 
by the tall pine trees. Not a squirrel was to be seen, "just because I 
brought them something, I suppose," sighed Miss Somebody. 

Arriving at the camp, each nurse selected her own particular 
bungalow from the numerous rows and groups of small buildings, 
whether it were that of scarlet fever, mumps, measles, tuberculosis, 
mixed cases, or meningitis, — the last more familiarly known as the 
"goo-goos." The business of the day was begun. 

To recount all the trials and tribulations of Miss Somebody, her 
joys and pleasures, though interesting and amazing, would make too 
long a story. In the end she draws a fairly evenly balanced ration of 
tragedy and comedy. But there is one routine not to be omitted, if 
Miss Somebody is what the boys call "a good one," and that is a regu- 
larly repeated "Good morning" ceremony. Many of the boys are far 
from home for the first time in their lives, a little jolted perhaps by 
their sudden change in life, unsettled and maybe depressed by their 
recent experiences and illnesses, — to what little kindness and atten- 
tion do they respond with all their hearts ! Saucy to Miss Somebody! 
Who would wish to be? "Answer her back, will you, and I'd knock 
your dome in." When she comes in at the door the cry goes forth, 
"Oh, boys, here's the skipper." "Good morning, Admiral Sunshine." 
"Good morning, Chief." "Heroes of democracy," she cries in turn, 
"Good morning; how is the backbone of the Navy?" It seems to be 
necessary sometimes, when every one feels so very good, to shake 
hands all around, provided there is no gold braid on hand to report 
the hilarity. Down the ward she goes and those who are well enough 
to grunt in greeting, grunt ; and few there are too sick to smile. 



